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Welcome to the Ancient 
Far North ... and the 
World of the Micekings! 

wttcite Tttf 9 uvt: Miceking Island 

CAPITAL: Mouseborg, borne of the Stiltonord family 

VILLA0ES: Oofadale, village of the Oofa Oofas, and Feargard, 
village of the vile^ings 

CLIMATE: Cold, cold, cold, especially when the icy north wind blows! 
T9PICAL FOOD: Gloog, a superstin^y but fabumouse stew, the secret 
recipe is closely guarded by t^ wife of the mice^ing chief. 

MAtioMAL Pl^iMIC: Finnbrew, made of ecjual parts codfish juice and 
herring juice, with a splash of sc^id in^ 

MEANS OF TtANSPOltrATiOM: the drekar, a light but ve 7 fast ship 
SI^EAtESt 4k)MOj^: the mice^ing helmet, it is only earned when a 
mouse performs an act of courage or wins a ^iiceking Challenge. 

UNIT OF MEASUl^EMENT: A mouseking tail (full tail, half tail, third tail, 
c(uarter tail) 

ENEMIES: the terrible dragons who live in fteastgard 

dh 









Meet the Stiltonord Family ... 


(j^Kpmo 

Acjvisor to the 
Tiice^ing chief 


BUGSltDA 

Benjamin’s best 


friend 


TtttA 

A horse trainer who 
worlds well with all k'^ds H 
of animals ^ 


WII3AMIM I 

Geronimo’s nephew^' 


T«AP 

The most famouse 

. in^ntor in Mousebor^ 






























The dragons are 
divided into 5 
clans, all of which 
are terrifying! 

tourers 

T^y love to eat mice^ings raw — 
no cooking necessary. 

2. Steamers 

They grab mice^ings, then fly over 
volcanoes so the steam and smol^ make them taste good. 

3 . Biters 

before eating micekings, they nibble 
them delicately to see if they like 
them or not. 

4. Siurpers 

they wrap their long tongues around 
micekings and slurp them up. 

5 . Itinsers 

As soon as they catch micekings, 
they rinse them in a stream to wash 


... AND THE Evil Dragons! 
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Ahh. Miceking 
Winter! 

It was an IGV winter morning in 
Mouseborg, the capital of Miceking 
Island. Snow covered the entire 
village, ice dangled from every 
roof, and the 
north wind blew so 
COLO that my tail 
nearly turned into an 
icicle and fell off! 

Winter here is 

truly shivery! ^ 





Ahh, Miceking Winter! 


Excuse me — I haven’t introduced myself 

yet. My name is Geronimo Jtiltonord. 

and I am a mouse king! 

As I was saying, in MOUSEBORG the 

winter is very cold, but it’s also the most 
peaceful time of year. 

Why? The answer is simple: DRACON/ 
hate the winter! They are fiery beasts, and 
the cold and snow cools them down. So 
these enormouse, hungry creatures leave 
us micekings alone for a few months. 

Ah, ujinter! What a fabumouse season! 

Back to that wintry morning. I was snoring 
under a wool blanket in my cozy bed when 
a tremendous noise suddenly awakened me. 






“Huh? Who said that?” I yelled. 

My whiskers CU'p[6c{ in fear, but then 
I heard the noise again. 

The sound was coming from ... my 
STOMACH' complaining because 

I hadn’t had breakfast yet. 

Still in my pajamas, myself to the 

window, yawning like a bear coming out of 
hibernation. I outside. 





Ahh, Miceking Winter! 



Show completely blanketed the village. 
There was snow on the mountains, snow on 
the houses, and snow on the roads. 
I was looking forward to spending 
the day in my Warm little house. 

“I’ll start with a breakfast fit 
for a barbarian!” I announced. 

I decided to make a pile oftoast 
with two sticks of goat butter, a wedge 

of stinky Stenchberg_chees6, a 

pan of 

'“^seagull eggs, and a 
big wild blueberry 
smoothie. I wanted to keep 
it light, so I figured I would 
leave out the fjordberry jam. 
Licking my lips in anticipation, I opened 
my cupboard and . . . 

Great groaning glaciers! 











Ahh, Miceking Winter! 


c: 


The bread was . . . gone! The goat butter 
was... gone! The eggs, the stinky Stenchberg 
cheese, the wild blueberries... AttOONEl 
My cupboard was as as a 

groundhog’s den in spring. There wasn’t even 
a piece of pickled seaweed left! 









THE SPECIALTIES OF 
MICEKING COOKING 


We micekings have a true passion for the fish of the 
cold north seas. We also love CHEESE, of course! 


An ancient miceking saying 
is: CHEESE IS LIKE FISH — 
THE STINKIER THE BETTER! 


smell’. 


VVbat a 


In fact, STENCHBERG 
CHEESE (1), one of the most 
prized miceking cheeses, has 
an odor that will make you 
collapse from a thousand 
tails away! 


For dessert we love herring 
ice cream topped with 
melted goat cheese, and 
PIE made with ^ordbeny 
jam and seaweed (2). It’s 
delicious! , 

2 

















Tasty 


During grand miceking 
feasts, we drink FINNBREW 
(3), made of equal parts 
codfish juice and herring 
juice, with a splash of squid 
ink. 


But the greatest MICEKING 
SPECIALTY of all is a stew called 
GLOOG (^). Included in the 
ingredients are herring 
scales, crab daws, 
melted Stenchbeig ^ 

cheese, and seagull JL .. 
eggs. Mousehilde, 
the wife of our « 
village chief, 
makes the 
best gloog / 
anywhere — I 
her 

^ complete recipe ” 

is a secret! 







Ahh, Miceking Winter! 


I sighed. “But ... but .. . how can this 
be?” 

Then it hit me . . . how long had it been 
since I’d gone shopping? S^uean! It was so 
cold that I had kept putting it off. ^ 

Oh no! My stomach was complaining again. 
There was only one solution: I had to go 
outside and get supplies. But that meant facing 
the icy north wind. It'RRjSft'jSjSRiSft jSf Just 
thinking about it made my whiskers shiver! 












Guuurgle! 

Guuuuuuuurgle! 


To go out in that cold, I had to put on thfCe 
thick tunics, two wool coats, gloves, and 
fur earmuffs. 

I was so busy bundling up that I forgot to 
take off my PAJAMAS first! So I had to 
start all over again. 


When I was finally ready, I staggered to the 
door, timidly opened it, and . . . 



An icy gust of wind curled my whiskers. 

S'hivering squids! It loas barbaricallV 
Chilly! 


I plocjcjec] through the snow, pushing 
against the iCy witld to get to the 



marketplace. 

As I got closer, 
the smell of 
Stenchberg cheese 
Witt my nose. 

I sniffed the air, enjoying the 
delicious aroma, when . . . 

Great groaning 
glaciers, I was so 
hungry! 


Guuurgle! Guuuuuuuurgle! 


( 7i% 

How embarrassing! Luckily, 

there was no one around. At least, that’s what 
I thought. 

Suddenly, a big, heavy rodent SKIDDED 
down the hill and banged right into me! 







•1>RRAAAA60N 

alekii 

Take COVCP, Geronimo! 
Do you those 

terrifying cries? 

It’s dragons. We’re under 
attack!” 

It was my cousin Trap! 

"DW-DRAGONS?” 

I stammered. “Are you 
sure?” 

Trap ducked behind 
a mound of snow and 
looked up at the sky. 


Just then . 


cuuoo^'^ 















Guuurgle! Guuuuuuuurgle! 


My stomach rumbled once again! How 

embarrassing! 

I blushed, and then explained to 
Trap, “Sorry, Cousin. I haven’t had breakfast 
yet, and my empty stomach is making some 
noises. Could you perhaps, er, 
have mistaken it for the roar of a DRAGON?” 

Trap looked at me sternly. “What kind of 
JOKH is that, Geronimo? You shouldn’t 
fool rodents with a false dragon alert! That’s 
just not funny.” 

“It wasn’t a prank,” I protested. “I’m 

SORRY!’ 

Trap nodded. “I accept your apology, 
Geronimo. And now you can repay me by 
'teS'tizig' my new invention: the 
ratsled!” 

I noticed that he had a large bundle 
strapped to his back. I could see WOOOEfl 





Guuurgle! Guuuuuuuurgle! 


boards, hooks, and oiled rope sticking out. 
That looked dangerous! 

I shook my head. “Forget it, Trap. Every 
time I test one of your Xt^VrMTXONt, I 
risk my fur!” 

“You’re exaggerating, Geronimo,” 
Trap said. “This is totally safe. You’ll see — 
by the end of the test run, you’ll want to do 
it all over again!” 

I sighed. Trap can be as STUBBORN 
as a mountain. He won’t take no for an 
answer! 

A ^ of wind hit me, and I 

ShiVBfBCl. I supposed that anything 
would be better than standing around 

r^EEZ:iNO! 

“All right. I’ll do it,” I squeaked. “But first, 
I must eat SsreallsIFaisit!’’ 

Trap took me by the arm and nodded 







go, 


Cousin’. 


happily. “Of course! I wouldn’t 

wish of my best tester!” 

“Last wish?” I squeaked. 


deny 


the last 










Miceking 

Training 


On the road. Trap and I ran into SvCfl th6 
ShOUt6r, the village chief, followed by a 
line of micekings in training gear. They were 
singing the miceking training anthem. 




No matter how cold it is outside, micekings 
must train every day. 

Why don’t I train with the micekings? I am 
what’s known as a SMARTY-MOUSEKiHO. 




Sven is the leader of our 
village. All of Mouseborg 
admires and respects him. 
He’s called “the Shouter” 
because he shouts louder 
than anyone, and he 
shouts all the time. Mostly, 
he shouts AT ME! He 
cannot understand why 
I have never earned a • 
miceking helmet, our 
greatest honor. 


SVEN 

The Shouter 


I am all brains and no 
muscles. I hid behind a 
tree, and tried to make 
myself look very, very 
5MALL, hoping they 
wouldn’t see me. 

But SVEN the 

Shouter spotted me. 
“Geronimo, you good- 
for-nothing smarty- 
mouseking! Are you 
liiding?” 

“N-no, I’m not,” I 
nervously replied. “I 
was, um, just looking 
for my 

“A notepad won’t 
help you train on 

the field of tternal 








Miceking Training 


cd 


th0llen2GS. You need muscles! And since 
you’re as soft as a jellyfish, it’s time to train. 
Let’s go!” 

I sighed. “But I’m hungry! I didn’t eat 
breakfast.” 

But Sv6n th6 Shouter didn’t care about 
my breakfast. He shouted at me, SMARTY- 
MOUSEKmo , no excuses! Get moving and 
train until I can see one little muscle pop 
up on your scrawny arm. So says Sven the 
Shouter!” // 

'eoeAveevcNiwteHouicB. 

echoed the other micekings in a loud roar. 

Trap and I marched with them to the Field 
of Eternal Challenges, where I began my 
miceking training. 

I was no'b cut out for that kind of 



exercise! 





Miceking Training 




__Fkst I had to do three 
hundred on only 

Oof I one paw! I’m not even 
good at push-ups using 
botfi paws. 

After doing only two, 
my stomach rumbled 
M1CEWN6PUSW-OTS lordly. . 



The micekings began to shout, “LOOK OUtI 

Dragons!” 

Trap snickered. “Hee, hee. Relax! It’s just 
my cousin’s stomach.” 

Sven turned 
with rage. “Geronimo, 
lift up that pile of 
. . . with your 

VHISKER 

urrs 





Miceking Training 




whiskers!” he demanded. 

I quickly attached the logs to my whiskers, 
and my stomach started to complain again. 








Uh-ohl 


The other micekings dropped to the ground. 

“Take cover! Dragon alert!” 

Trap giggled. “Relax! It’s just Geronimo 
again.” 

Sven grumbled. 

“Hey you, jeUyJiSh 
le^s!” he called 
out to me. “Stop 
interrupting our 
practice. Get over 
there and toss some 



BOUU>EKTOSS 





Miceking Training 


So says Sven the Shouter!” 

The micekings echoed him: 

'soeweevtNiHtewouW 

I trudged over to the boulders. I hoped to 
find one that fit in the palm of my paw. But 
the^MALiL^^I” boulder weighed more than 
I did . . . clothes included! 

I was so worn out! 

I didn’t have enough energy to lift a crumb 
of cheese. But I tried to lift the boulder 
anyway. My stomach roared loudly. 

The micekings started zigzagging around 
in terror. 








Miceking Training 


Hh£ DRAOOISie ARiU COMING*/' 

they screamed. 

Sven the Shouter fumed with anger. “Great 
groaning glaciers, that’s EMOijQll! Go 
eat some gloog, Geronimo. That’s an order!” 

“Y-yes, Sven,” I stammered. 

Sven turned to the micekings. “We’re 
taking a break so that Geronimo won’t be 
bothering us with his fUtUlPlillS stomach 
anymore!” 

I blushed. Row embarrassing! 

But I wasn’t too upset. I was hungry enough 
to eat a MOUNT^IM of gloog! 

“Everyone, march to my house!” Sven 
ordered. 







Achoo! Achoo! 


By the time we reached Sven’s house, all of 
us were as hungry as EE4RS coming out 
of hibernation. 

“M0U$6hnd6! I brought some guests,” 
Sven called out. “Can you make your famouse 
gBOXSDg for them?” 

As you know by now, every rodent in 
Mouseborg loves gloog. And in all the 

there is no gloog as delicious 
as Mousehilde’s. She follows a SECRET 
recipe that the micekings in her family have 
passed down for centuries! 

But we did not see Mousehilde anywhere. 
And the only thing on the kitchen table was 
an QDiDIJlTFW stew pot! 


Achoo! Achoo! 



“Wife, where are you?” Sven called out. 
Then he frowned. THORA.' 

A moment later the most 
mouseking in the village stepped into the 
kitchen. It was Thora, Sven’s daughter. Her 
eyes were as blue as the UJdtcr of the fjord,* 
and her hair was as red as the She 

was also the most athletic, intelligent, and 
courageous mouseking I had ever met. 

What a wondepfal rodent! 
^ “Lower your voice. 

Papa,” Thora said 
ina 

She pointed to a 
pile of blankets in 
the comer. “Mama 
isn’t well.” 



A f]ord is a long, 
narrow ocean cove 
between cliffs. 






Achoo! Achoo! 




> ” 
Ol 


“Aaa-ac1ciO®' 

M0US6hnd6 sneezed from under the 
blankets. Sven rushed to her side. “Wife, 
what is wrong?” he asked. 

^^ool Aaa-aciioo/” 


“She has a barbaric cold,” explained Thora. 

Sven looked mniei. “What can I do to 
make it better?” 

“She needs rest and warmth,” Thora replied. 
“But what would really help is a hot cup of 
UJild fnint tea. it’s the perfect cure, passed 
down from my grandmother’s grandmother’s 
grandmother.” 

Sven scoffed. “Wild mint tea? Pah! We’ll take 
your mother to 1^0feS IjOngfSflgf fct!” 





Achoo! Achoo! 


Mousehilde spoke up in a hoarse voice. 
“Why do I need a fortune-teller? I only have 
a little cold. AcilOO !” 

The whole house ROCKED from 
Mousehilde’s sneeze! 









Achoo! Achoo! 


“Longsight knows the art of healing with 
herbs,” Sven said. “And I am taking you to 
see him. That’s an OJ*dOJ*V' 

When Sven shouts an order, no rodent 
dares disobey him. 

'eoeAveevtNwewouTtra 

cried the mice kings. 






This Calls 
FOR Mint Tea! 


We all headed to Loki Longsight’s CAVE 
Mousehilde, supported by Sven, continued 
to sneeze and cough. 

. achoo/” 

^cAoo! 


Sven pounded on the door. “Loki Longsight, 
you good-for-nothing fortune-teller! Open 
up! That’s an order!” jj 

'eoewsevtNtHtsHouTtw\ 

cried the micekings. 

The door didn’t open. Then a ST^ONE 
came flying through a slot in the door. 

The stone hit me right in the paw. ©tiicIIfiF 



Then I noticed a piece 
of parchment tied 
around it. 

“Geronimo. 

you’re as as 

a baby herring. But 

you’re a SMARTY- 

MOUSEKiHO, so 

read it to us!” Sven 
ordered. 

I read out loud: 
''The fortune-teller 
will answer many 
questions .. . but only 
during the full moon! 
If it's not raining! 
Each answer costs one 
wheel of Stenchberg 
cheese. ” 



LOKILONGSIGHT 

The Fortune-teller 


Loki Longsight is the 
village fortune-teller. 

We turn to him when 
we have questions, when 
we can’t find something, 
when we’re sick — and 
any time we don’t know 
„what to do! 


s solve pi^yems! 










This Calls for Mint Tea! 


There was more on the other side of the 
parchment. 

'‘Buy five answers, get one free. PdytdSDt 

due in advancer 

Sven turned bright R£D. “Loki 
Longsight! This is an OIII6rQ0IICy ! 
Mousehilde needs to get better right away, 
so she can make us all some gUCDCDg!” 
After that outburst, the fortune-teller threw 


another stone with parchment 
tied to it. Then 




another, then 
ANOTHER, and 

another! I quickly 


gathered them up, reading the messages. 
“What symptoms does thepatien' 


have? Spots on her nose? Red 
ears? A green face? Flat fur?’’ 


Mousehilde looked insulted, 







This Calls for Mint Tea! 


but before she could say anything she sneezed 


again. 



“These are her symptoms,” I called out. 
“Sneezing, coughing, and a nose running like 

a raging riven” 

The slot opened up again and another 
STONE flew out. 

''The fortune-teller has reached an answer: 
The patient has a mic^hinff ccldL! 
She just needs a little rest and a double layer 
of wool blankets. Now please pay the fortune¬ 
teller. ” 

Sven started SHOUtiNG again. “Loki 
Longsight, you codfish face! We can’t wait 
for this cold to pass on its own.” 

He pounded on the door. “We need a fast 
cure, now! So says Sven the Shouter!” 





This Calls for Mint Tea! 


'eoeweevtNi»te''o“'^'^'' 

echoed the mice kings. 

Another note came through the slot. 

SMARTY-MOUSEKiHO. what does it 

say?” Sven asked. 

“He says to give him a minute,” I replied. 
Sven frowned, but another note flew out 
a minute later. 


rf> 


U 


If you need to cure a cold, 
and you need to do it quickly, ] 
there is one cure to be told: 
Drink some wild mint tea! 


As soon as she heard this, Mousehilde flung 
her l/®Q)I!!lSl!f)g l|S)Sl® at her husband. 











This Calls for Mint Tea! 


c: 


“You should have listened to your 
daughter!” she said. “Thora already told you 

that her grandmother's grandmother's 

grandmother's remedy was the best!” 

Sven shrugged. “Fine, then!” he growled. 
“Thora, run and make some tea for your 
mother.” 

“You don’t understand!” said Mousehilde. 
“Thora can’t — 







Mousehilde wiped 
her nose. “She can’t 
make WiLD lUillt 

tea,” she continued. 
'Aaa-cbool 
“ What do you mean? 
Sven the Shouter 
has ordered it!” her 
husband said. 

“I know, I know,” 
Mousehilde replied. 

“But rnOnt 

is a summer plant. 
Achoo! It’s been a 
bad cold season and 
all of the dried mint 
in the village is gone. 
AchooV’ 




Bring Your 
Travel Bag! 


Sven frowned. “This can’t be true. There 
must be some wild mint somewhere!” 

Then he questioned all of the micekings 
to try to locate some. 

“I just finished mine yesterday!” 

“Last week!” 

“Last month!” 

Sven interrupted them. “Enough, you fools! 

This is an EMERGENCY !” 

Just then, another ST'ONE wrapped in 
parchment flew out of the slot in the door. 
I picked it up and quickly read it. Then I 
TUGGED on Sven’s cape. 



Bring Your Travel Bag! 


“Geronimo, I have CQQ TPDDGQ to chat with 
a smarty-mouseking!” Sven roared. “I have a 

/ERIOU/ PROBLEM: finding some 

wild mint. Do you know where to find some, 
you sniveling shrimp?” 

I faltered. “I ... I ... I .. . no, but Loki 
Longsight does! ” 

Sven exploded. “Why didn’t you say so. 
Tell us everything! 

Read us the note!” 

I obeyed. “According to the fortune-teller, 
there’s only one place where wild mint 
grows in winter: the sulfurous springs* at the 
summit of Eagles’ Cliff.” 

“Great groaning glaciers, there’s not a 
minute to waste!” Sven cried. “We need to 
leave immediately!” 

“We’re ready, CHie^f !” the micekings 


* The sulfurous springs contain sulfurous water, which 
comes out of the ground hot and smells like rotten eggs — 
which is why dragons love it! 







THEA 

The Horse Trainer 


My sister, Thea, is an 
amazing mouseking. 

She trains horses and 
is good with all kinds of 
animals. She seems to 
understand their moods 
and needs. That’s wly 
she is known as “the 
whisperer.” 

I bet she could even 
train a dragon if she 
tried! 


shouted. Everyone 
was volunteering to 
go — that is, everyone 
except me! 

“I don’t need all 
of you,” Sven said, 
and he turned to me. 
“Geronimo, since you 

are the SMARTY- 
MOUSEKmO in our 

village, you will go — 
even though youiCQ 

as soft as a fish 
filleP. Your cousin 
Trap will also go, since 
he’s already wearing 
his travel pack. And 
since I don’t really 
trust you two, your 




Bring Your Travel Bag! 


sister, TMEA, will come, too. She will surely 
recognize the right plant.” 

I was paralyzed with fear. “But. . . but. . . 
but... I still haven’t had BREAKFAST. I have 
to say good-bye to my nephew Benjamin. And 
I don’t have a bag packed!” 

“|S Q.V G your excuses, SMARTY" 
MOUSEKlHOl” Sven boomed. “You will 
leave now, and that’s an order!” 
'eoeweevtNiHtewou-vtw 
the micekings cried. 

Sven started shouting again. “Thooooora! 
Bring your travel bag for Geronimo!” 

Then I knew I couldn’t refuse to go any 
longer. What would the brave 
think of me? I hoisted her travel bag onto 
my back. Oof! It weighed as much as a 

NOUNTAIN! 





Bring Your Travel Bag! 


Sven started shouting again. 

“Quick! To the dock!” he ordered. “Olaf 
will take you on his drekar. And Geronimo, 
if you are successful, there might be a 

Entcefetng helmet for you!” 

As soon as Olaf and his ship were 

mentioned, my whiskers began to tTeiWbJe 
with anxiety. I had traveled with him before, 
and it had been a disaster. But there was 
nothing to do about it. Sven had made his 

/ o o 

cUiCJU^ijO^\ And who knows — maybe I 
would earn a mice king helmet! 

TRAP and I went to the dock. Thea was 
waiting for us in front of Olaf s drekar — his 
miceking boat. He called it Bated Breath. 

“Where have you been?” Olaf asked as 
soon as we arrived. “The sea is starting to 
free2e over. We must leave!” 

“Couldn’t I nil^lDle on some cheese 





Bring Your Travel Bag! 



before we go?” I asked. 

“Slilvemg Sfquiids! Do 
you think you’re going on a 
cruise?” Olaf thundered. “Get 

yourself ON BOARD before I 

do it for you!” 


drekarl 











You Slipped, 
Geronimo! 


I climbed on board and dropped my travel 
pack, and Olaf pdwe J me an ice ax. He 
pointed to a shaky wooden swing hanging 
from the dragon-shaped at 

the front of the ship. 

“Climb on there, blubberhead!” he 
ordered me. “Use your puny muscles to chop 
away the ice in the water as it forms.” 

“But captain, I get drekar-sick, and I’m 
afraid of heights!” I protested. 

“Tough!” Olaf said. “We’ll Sink if you 
don’t take care of the ice!” 

“B-b-but —” I stammered. 


* A figurehead is a sculpture that decorates the front of a 
ship. 


You Slipped, Geronimo! 


cd 


“No buts!” Olaf yelled. “Get in that swing 
or I’ll toss you in the sea! On the honor Of 


Olaf the Fearless!” 

Resigned to my task, I climbed out onto the 
swing that hung just above the water. 




w *ekai 


-*c1c 


First I turned as pate as 

Ca022Q[t)Q[LD.a. 


Then I turned as 

ORtLN as inoldy cheese. 


And the gusts of 
wind practically turned me 

into a frozen fish! 

We sailed up the coast 
toward Eagles’ Cliff, but we 
didn’t get far. 












You Slipped, Geronimo! 


“The ice is too ttsfClS! We can’t sail 
any farther,” Olaf declared. “There’s only one 
way to continue. By paw!” Then he laughed. 
“And you should get moving, unless you 
want to get in the ice until 

spring!” 

Great groaning glaciers' 

Walking on the -over sea wasn’t 

going to be easy. I TAiS.^r^Ct^) to take 

•iSf 

steps . . . and then I slipped and fell on my 
back! 

I tried to stand up and slipped again, 
landing on my tail. 

“Don’t worry, Cousin,” Trap said. “I have 
just what you need!” 





You Slipped, Geronimo! 


3k 

He dug into his big bttQ and started to 
take out the strangest things: a compass, a 
mmeel, some spicy cheese sticks . . . 

“Hmm, I was sure I brought them,” he 
muttered. “Maybe they’re down at the 

I sighed. “If it’s another one of your 
|(filYIIflTi©>fl$, I don’t have any 
intention of testing it!” I told him. 

Then he smiled. “Found them!” 

He pulled out what iiOOivEiD 
like two MKTAL pot lids with straps 
attached. 

“What are you going to do with those?” 
Thea asked. 

“Just trust me!” Trap said. 

I wasn’t sure what to □ [0 Q EZl Q • He 
had me strap the lids to my 4^eet, but I 
was confused. 








You Slipped, Geronimo! 


3k 

Then, with a final tumble, I slipped and 
landed right on my snout. ^XXX, \\0VI icy! 

“HOORAY, Cousin!” Trap cheered. “That 
was some pretty FANCY FOOTWORK 

out there.” 









The Forest of a 
Thousand Scales 


Between TaT>ABljES. we finally 
reached the shore, and I took off those 
terrible pot lids. But now there was a long 
trek ahead of us! 

Thea walked past me, as tfuicic and 
fl/m/j/e as a reindeer. 

“Come on, Geronimo. I know you’re a 
smarty-mouseking, but you need to keep up!” 
she urged. 

I plodded along, out of breath. “P3nt . . . 
I’m not. . . UHtUff . . . used to walking . . . 
oof ... in the snow.” 

“Just breathe in the R1ESH /SIR!” 
she said. “Forward we go!” 



North Sea 
(iced over!) 


Bated Breath 


Mouseborg 

THISWAY 















The Forest of a Thousand Scales 


Finally, we reached the EDGE of the 


FOREST OF A THOUSANO SCALES, an 


ancient, thick, and dangerous forest! We had 
barely taken a step under the snowy branches 
when the strong gusis of wind stopped 
and a deep silence fell over us. 


What a CREEPY place! 



Suddenly . . . 




My stomach’s roar echoed 
through the forest. 

“SHH! QUIET! ” Thea 
warned me, pointing to 
the trees. 

I looked and saw 


a red bird with a 
. long* beak. 






sleeping pees.cef'u.lly . 

I moved closer to get a better 
look, when . . . 




Oh no! Not again! 

The rumble of my stomach woke up 
the cute bird with a start. 

“Don’t just stand there like a 

QQimil] QEIBISBDQ’ 

Thea called out. “Run, 

Geronimo!” 

“Move /t, Cousin!” 

Trap added. 

I looked at them, 
confused. “Why 
should I run? It’s 
just a Sv/eet, 



THE BLITZER 

The blitzer is the sleepiest 
bird on Miceking Island. 

It never gets enough sleep 
because the slightest sound 
wakes it up, and that makes it very 
cranky! If you accidentally wake one 
up, run away quickly, and beware of its beak! 


little bird.” 

The bird turned and looked at me with 
sleepy, threatening eyes. 

Great groaning glaciers I 

“That’s a blitZ6r, and they don’t like being 
woken up!” Thea explained. She knows a lot 
about animals. “Stay away from its beak, 
Geronimo!” 

Suddenly, my stomach roared again. 

Trap panicked. “Quick! An entire colony 








If only I had a miceking helmet to 
protect me! 

WHY, WHY. WHY was 

my sister born with all the athletic 
ability? Why did I have to be the 

SMARTY-MOUSEKiHO? 

I ran out of the forest, frantically 
trying to get away from the blitzer. 
So I didn’t see the 5fCCP, tsil, and 
VERY HARD rocky wall 
directly in front of me. I ran right 

into it. OUCH! 

“Way to go, Geronimo!” 
Thea cheered behind me. 




Oh, Deer! 


I gazed 0 ? at the high, rocky wall of Eagles’ 
Cliff. 


“Do we really have to climb to the VGRy, 
VGRy top?” I asked. “I still haven’t had 
breakfast!” 

“We’re so close, Geronimo,” Thea said. 
“We’ll get the wild mint, climb back down, 
and get you some food.” 

I was about to reply when ... # 






Shivering squids, my stomach was getting 
louder each time! And tke^ . . . 

BOOOOOOOOOOMMMM! 


Oh. Deer! 


A deep rumble rang out from way up 
high. It sounded just like the of my 

stomach . . . but TNMJCIl louder! 

“It wasn’t me this time!” I said quickly 
before Trap could blame it on me. 

Thea smiled. “It’s just an ten® , Geronimo. 
Now save your BREATH. You’re going to 
need it!” 

She was right. The climb was exhausting! 
Over the next few hours we t/alked and 
ivalked and walked through the snow and 
cold. 

Then, suddenly, I had a little accident 
as I tried to climb a very steep part of the 
wall. 

CD I slipped on the ice! 

CD So I lost my grip and fell . . . 

( But luckily I got /MAQQEO on Trap’s 
backpack! 







I climbed up 
again with the wind 
blowing in my face, 
my 

ears and my paws. 

Finally, I reached 
the top — and saw 
a fjord berry bush 
with three large 

berries! 

“Finally, some 
food!” I cried, 

DROOUNO. 

But I wasn’t 
the ©iLIf 





Oh. Deer! 



one who noticed the llseirrSes. A 
f^EiNOECf^ Stepped up to the bush, 
sniffing it. When it saw me, it began to 
the ground with one hoof and 
watch me with angry eyes. 

Thea inched toward me. “Don’t 

move, Geronimo! Leave it to me!” 

My sister began to gently pet the 
reindeer. It seemed to calm down — until it 
noticed me reaching for theJUKY berries. I 
couldn’t help it! I was as hungry as a dragon! 










Ignoring Thea, the reindeer 
charged toward me and hit me with 

BUTT 

Then the reindeer ate all of the l)6rri< 
right in front of my eyes! 

I stood up, brushed off the Sfi'OW, a 
then realized that the head butt had put i 
right in front of the entrance to a cave. 











Oh. Deer! 


Thea Spiffed the air. “We must be near 
the llOf where the wild mint 

grows. Do you smell the salfur in the air, 
Geronimo?” 

I nodded, distracted by a strange 

SOUND I could hear coming from inside the 
cave. It sounded like the beating of wings. 

Great groaning glaciers! Someone — or 
something — was inside that cave! 










A Five-Star 
Cave 



^3f 



“I heard a NOISE in there,” I told Thea 
and Trap, but they pushed past me. 

“Probably another echo,” Thea said. “Come 
_ on, let’s linci that wild mint!” 

We went in. Everywhere we 
looked, we saw smelly pools 
of boiling, □IIQDEKSI sludge. 

“It stInKs in here!” 
Trap complained, holding 
his nose. 


A Five-Star Cave 



Once again, I heard the sound 

of wings. 

“Didn’t you hear that?” I asked. The fur on 
the back of my neck was standing up. 

But Trap and Thea ignored me, determined 
to find the mild mint 

Suddenly, they both stopped short in 
front of me. I peered around them and my 
heart into my throat. 

Three CNORMOU/E DRAGON/ 

were bathing in a stinky pool! 

I recognized one of them: Sizzle, the 














THE GAVE 
OE EAGIXS’ 
CUEf 


Hot sulfurous 
water makes for an 
invigorating shower 


Sulfur powder 
brightens tired scj 


scales 
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The Cook 


the land where the 
dragons lived. He had 
once tried to cook us 
up in a cauldron! 

What was Sizzle 
doing here? And who 
were the other two? 

“This SlKulfurouSSS 
water maSSage is truly 
SSSuperb, Chomper!” 
^ the orange dragon 
said. 

fl Chomper rolled 

p OVER on the 

ground. “And thiSS 
^ marvelouSSSS 
m powder rnakes my 
^ SSScales SSSo Shiny, 

Bully!” added the 


Sizzle is the cook for 
the court of Gobbler 
the Putrid, the king 
of the dragons. Sizzle 
keeps rowdy dragons 
in line with his copper 
soup ladle. He rules the 
Dragon Kitchen, where 
he prepares tasty 
dishes — mostly made 
from miceking meat! 
















purple dragon. 

“I alwaySSS keep 
my promiSSSeSl” 
said Sizzle. His laugh 
echoed throughout the 

cavePN, 

“Tell uSSS, how did 
you convince Gobbler, 
our king, to give you 
time off?” asked Bully. 

Sizzle puffed up his 
scaly chest. “I earned 
thiSSS vacation! I am 
the beSSSt cook in 
BeaStgard!” 

“Three cheerS for 
SSSizzle, who brought 
uSSS along on hiS 
vacation!” growled 




ana 

Bully and Chomper have 
•been friends since they 
were babies. They’re both 
lazy and a bit dim, and 
they never miss a chance 
to goof off together. 










A Five-Star Cave 


Bully and Chomper. 

Thea nudged me. toott over there! It’s 
wild mint!” she whispered. 

Through the clouds of SlEAM, my 
sister had noticed some green plants 

growing between the rocks. 

“How are we supposed to get it? If we get 
too close, the dragons will SMELL us!” 
I said. 

Thea grinned. “Not if we cover ourselves 
in stinky slime!” 

She gathered a pawful of the SBXB.ell'y 
sli:a.cige and started to smear it all over 
herself. Trap did the same. The slime smelled 
like ancient rotten eggSi 

But the thought of the dragons was 
even worse than the smell. “I’ll just stay 
behind,” I said. “I can’t mess up this new 
cloak that Benjamin just gave me. And I 





A Five-Star Cave 


have an appointment back in 

Mouseborg. Very, very URGENT! 

But before I could make another excuse, 
Trap splashed me with Slud.QC' from the 
top of my fur to the tip of my tail. Then he 
pushed me in front of him. 

“That’s our Geronimo, always FIRST 
IN LINE!” Trap said. 








Farewell, 

My Dear Thora! 


My whiskers were trernbliilg as we slipped 

past the DRAGONS , staying close to 

the cave walls. As we got closer to the wild 
mint plants, I could hear SI22L8 and 
his companions talking. Their conversation 
made my fmi stand on end! 

Sizzle let out a sad sigh. 









Farewell, My Dear Thora! 


cd 


“If only I had a taSWty fresh mouSSSeking,” 
he said. “I would prepare a nice SSSnack!” 

Chomper scratched his back against a 
boulder. “I prefer my miceking meat raw,” 
he said, “SSServed with a little SSSplash of 
lemon juice. Do you know how to make it 
that way, SSSizzle?” 

“Of courSSSe I know how to make it!” 
Sizzle replied. 













Farewell, My Dear Thora! 


::r> 


“Can you make grilled miceking, 
cooked with lotSSS of fresh herbSSS?” Bully 
asked the cook. 

Sizzle exploded into a laugh that shook 
the entire cave. “Ha, lia, lial i SSS ee 
that you know nothing about cooking. A 
true cook like me knowSSS that thoSe are 
all SSSummer recipes! In the llWltef*, you 
make miceking meat into a SSStew!” 

“Is miceking SSStew taSSSty?” asked 
Chomper. 

Sizzle shook his soup ladle in the air. “You 
muSSSt cook the mouSSSeking over low heat 
all night, SSSo that it will abSSSorb the 
flavorSSS of the SSSpices!” he said, licking 
his lips. 

My body went as limp as HQLtep CHMSe. 

I was too TERBIFIED to take another 

step! 

















Farewell, My Dear Thora! 


But Thea had just reached the ^^UldL 
ynCTit plants. 

She gathered a few sprigs and STUFFED 
them in her bag. A moment later, Trap 
followed her and put some more wild mint 
into his pack. 

I was left behind, alone and paralyzed with 
fear! 








Farewell, My Dear Thora! 


3it 

The loud roaring of my stomach BChOeCi 
throughout the cave! Then it grew silent. 

The DRAGONS whipped around, and . . . 

SURPRISED Thea and Trap next to the 

mild mint! 

Sizzle blocked their way, waving his soup 
ladle. “Fresh miceking meat! What a nice 
SSSurpriSe!” 

Bully let out a cheer. “What luck! Let’SSS 
cook them up for SSSupper!” 

I was frozen in FEAR. I thought the 
dragons hadn’t seen me — but then Chomper 
spotteo me from the corner of his eye. To 
my surprise, he quickly MID behind 
his long tail. 

“SSStay quiet,” he whispered to me, licking 
his f SWQS. “Til SSSlurp you up later SSSo 
I don’t have to share your taSSWty chopS with 



anyone. 
















Farewell, My Dear Thora! 


::r:> 


This is the end! I thought. Farewell, my 
dear Thora! 

Meanwhile, ^ fl^Z®.EhadtieD TjP 
poor Trap and Thea. 


Sizzle was just about to drop Trap and 
Thea into a STE NO ^OOL 






Farewell, My Dear Thora! 



when Bully stopped him with a yell. 

“SSStop! Who SSSayS they Should be 
boiled? I want them roaSSSted! Let me cook 
them over those red-hot rockSSS over there!” 

“I am the king’SSS cook!” Sizzle fumed. 
“I decide how to cook micekingSSS!” 

Chonper chimed in. “SMSo what? ThiSSS 
iSn’t the king’SSS court.” 

Sizzle did not back down. “ThiSSS is my 
vacation, remember? I juSSSt brought you 
two loSerSSS along with me. SSSo I’m going 
to make theSe micekingSSS into a SSStew!” 



















Take the Ratsled! 


The dragons continued to argue as Sizzle 
dangled Trap and Thea above a pool of 
water. 

Bully’s eyes narrowed. “Only Gobbler the 
Putrid can command uS. ]jje don’t taKe 
orders from anyone elSSSe!” he growled. 

“I’ll tell the king on you!” Sizzle shouted. 
He’ll liSSSten to me!” 

“Don’t threaten uSSS!” said Chomper. 

“I’ve got an idea/’ Said Bully. “Let’SSS 
Share the micekingSSS! SSSo we can each 
cook one however we like.” 

FIRE shot from Sizzle’s nostrils, missing 
my sister by half a 'ba.il! 

“That SSSeeems fair to me,” he said. 









“Then let’SSS do thiSSSl” urged Bully. 
“I’m SSSo hungry I could eat a mountain 
of micekingSSSl” 

I was still mPPBN behind 
Chomper, paralyzed with fear — and 
from the St6nCh of his scales. 

“That’SSS not fair!” Chomper cried. 

“Why not?” asked Sizzle. 

“You don’t know how 
to count,” Chomper puUusupt 

replied. “There are 
tu)0 micekingSSS, 
and thr66 of uSSSl” 

Sizzle counted on 
his claws. “He sss 
right. There are only 0 

tAA)0 of them.” 

“Right! So we can’t 












cook ONE EACH said Chomper. 

I knew Chomper was lying to the others. 
What would happen if they knew he was 
hiding me? I had a ^ueSS, but there was 
only one way to find out. 

“That’s not true. There are three micekings!” 
I (OQQDliQD cried out. “Chomper is 
HIDING me behind his back!” 

“Chomper! You Sizzle 

fumed. 

“Um... no, there’s no chubby mouseking 
back here,” Chomper said. 






Sizzle Chomper on the 

head with his soup ladle. 

LIAR! Sizzle cried. “That chubby 
mouse king iSSS under your tail!” 

“Chomper! You SSSneak!” Bully said. 

“Who are you calling a SSSneak?” Chomper 
yelled. 

Then the three dragons began to 
FIERCELY fight one another, just as I 
had hoped! Sizzle flun^ Trap and Thea 
aside to free his claws, and they landed 
safely in a pile of sludge. 










Take the Ratsled! 


c 



“Let’s escape while they’re distracted!” 
Thea cried. 

We WUO the cave and ran back to the 
edge of the nifiajiisniitafiis. I looked 

down, 

down, 

down. 






Take the Ratsled! 


“We can’t get down from here!” I said. 
“Don’t be a scHXeij-Viouseking, 

Geronimo!” Thea scolded. “The dragons 
will follow US once they realize we’ve 
escaped.” 

“But it’s too steep and icy!” I said. 

“Don’t worry. I’ve got a pl^n,” said Trap. 
“What kind of plan?” I asked him, my 
whiskers trembling. Anytime Trap had a 
plan, I usually ended up risking my fur! 

He pointed to the big bundle on his back. 
“We’ll try out my latest invention, the 

ratsled!” 

He pulled two curved pieces of WOOD 
from his bag, along with some HOOKS, 
buckles, oiled pope, and half of a wooden 
Then he worked quickly to put 
them together. 

“This ratsled is just big enough to carry all 





of US,” he promised. 
Then he handed 

wood holnots to 

me and Thea. “These 
will protect your 

noggins Let’s hop 

in and get going!” 

NO. NO. NO! 

I protested. “I don’t 
like your inventions. 

They never uorKf” 
But Thea jumped 
right into the sled. 
“Let’s give this a try!” 
she said happily. 

TRU/T ME. 

Geronimo,” Trap said. 
“Put on a rtCLMET 

and climb in.” 










Take the Ratsled! 


I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Knowing 
Trap, we would end up running into a 

BovifLDEft. or a reiniDeer, or a big 

TREE. 

I could think of a dCXCB different 
ways that sled would make me 





Down the Slope! 


HURRY UP. Geronimo!” Trap urged 
as he climbed into the ratsled behind Thea. 
“We’ve got to get movmgr 
But I was too scared. “Um, maybe we can 
thinK of another plan,” 1 said. 



Down the Slope! 




Trap crossed his arms impatienfily and 
glared at me. “Quit stalling, or else we’ll all 

become PRAGON FOOp! 

“But the ratsled doesn’t look SAFE,” I 
protested. 

“Come on, Geronimo,” Trap 
coaxed me. “Aren’t you 
HIIMGPy? Think about 
the feast that awaits 
us in the village. We’ll 
celebrate with a banquet 

of Stenchberg 

cheese and pickled 

herrings. And Mousehilde 
will make us plenty of 

glOCDg!” 

Thea joined in. “What are 
you waiting for? For herrings 
to jump out of their tollBS and 







Down the Slope! 






into your mouth?” 

Hearing them talk about food, I remembered 
that I was one hungry mousekin^ ! I could 
almost smell the aroma of Stenchberg 
cheese. I held out my paw, as if 1 could grab 
a CHUNK out of the air. And then . . . 

My stomach erupted in a rumble that was 
amplified by the walls of the mountain. It 

sounded like a TERRIFYING roar! 

The racket roused the QAOLCe from 
their nests. It interrupted the dragons’ fight. 

And, worst of all, it caused an avalanche! 

BOOOOOOOOOOMMMM! 





Down the Slope! 


Looking up at the very top of im’ 
m , we could see an enormouse mound of 
snow right toward us! Great 

groaning glaciers — that wasn’t good! 

“We’re in 'birO'U.ble now!” Trap 
exclaimed. 

Then the burst out of the cave. 

“Let’SSS SSSee if they’re SSStill here!” 

“We’ll gobble them up!” 

“Let’SSS get thoSe rodentSSS!” 

!?hiiv€n^}g we had to get out of 

there fast! So I jumped into the ratsled with a 
MIGHTY leap.. . and landed upside down 
in the seat! 

“Hold on — we’re leaving!” Thea called 
out. 

Then the ratsled down the 

icy mountain, and I squealed in fright. ^ 












Down the Slope! 


We Z€M^MSO down the slope at 
super-super-super-high speed, passing: 

CD a pine forest. Thea maneuvered around 
the trees. Squeak! 1 was so scared. 

QD a row of pointy rocks that beat up the 
bottom of the ratsled. Ow! My poor tail! 
CD a deep icy crevasse, where we dodged 
curves, jumped over bumps, and made sharp 
turns, it made me ratsled-sick! 






Down the Slope! 


QD Finally, the crevasse ended with a 
bounce that launched us into the air at super- 
miceking speeds! 

The ratsled sailed UiOU , then 
then even hl0h6r • . . and then went down, 
doun, doivn, diving into the Forest of a 
Thousand Scales. 







Down the Slope! 


Luckily, TMEA was a skilled pilot! She 
bounced from BRANCH to BRANCH 
until we reached the coast. 

When I finally opened my eyes, we were 
SLlplNf in the direction of the Bated Breath, 
which was just a few yards away. The ratsled 
to a halt — and then broke into 

pieces! 

“The ratsled did great!” Trap said 
proudly. 

Olaf called out from the ship. “All hands on 








deck, you squishy slugs! 
We leave immediately!” 

“That means you, 
too, GeRONIMO,” he 

added. "YOU lAlY 

CHEtStHCAD!" 











Dragon Attack! 


We hbOji immediately, taking advantage 
of the favorable winds. I grabbed an oar and 
started rowing to help us along. 

“Geronimo, are the DRAGONS following 

us?” Olaf called out to me. 

iSQVJiNTED at the horizon behind 
us — and saw C 9uaY, and 

CUONVPER flying right toward us! 

“They’re on our tail!” I cried out. 

OLAF shook his paw. “Row faster, 
everyone, if you don’t want to be gobbled 
up like CODFISH!” 

As we sailed into the port of Mouseborg, 
we heard the dragon alarm ring out from 
Lookout Cliff. 



Sven the Shouter ran to meet us. “Did you 

find the wild mint? he asked 

Trap held up the plants. “MiSSiOlt 

acconplished! ’ 

Then Sven saw the three flying reptiles. 
“Who told you cl:\eesetiea.c3s to bring 
back the dragons, too?” 

We didn’t answer, because we were 


Dragon Attack! 


busy running for cover like the rest of 
the micekings. We dashed inside the RED 
HERRINC. the village diner, just as the 
dragons DESCENDED on the village. 

They Spew60 flaipes from their nostrils. 

“Look at all the taSSSty micekingSSSi” said 
Sizzle. 

“And they’re all for uSSSl” added Bully. 

“You can gobble up the other oneS, but 
the chubby mouSeking is all mine,” said 
Chomper. “When I SSSee him, I’ll fry him 
in a flash!” 

Sven began to shout orders. 

“Load the catapults! Get ready to 
launch!” 

But we couldn’t load the catapults with 
heavy boulders, ^bdievs, 

they were full of SflOW! 

Sizzle began to dive-bomb the village 













Dragon Attack! 


streets, trying to fleeing micekings 

with his soup ladle! P^hitked rodents ran 
from him as fast as they could. 

Thea looked me right in the eye. “Geronimo, 
we must do something. The village is in 
trouble and it’s our fault.” 

I knew she was right, but I was still afraid. 
“B-b-but, they’re shooting flamesf what 
can we do? Arm ourselves with snowballs?” 

Thea smirked. “That’s just she said. 

Then she froze. “Wait a minute, maybe it’s not 
so silly. You said snowballs, right, Geronimo? 

ThatV an ice+aftic idea/” 

“What? Really?” I asked. 

“Fill those buckets with HillTlIK, 
quickly!” Thea ordered. “Trap, come help 
us!” 

Thea had Trap and me carry buckets to the 
catapults and dump IC V A. T E ^ on 





Dragon Attack! 




the snow. That turned the piles of SflOW 

filling the catapults into PANGEROUS 

balls of How clever! The other micekings 

saw us and started copying us. 

Sven gave a great shout: ^ . 


fire! fire! 


The unexpected rain of ice balls took the 
three dragons by It 















Dragon Attack! 


down their fiery attacks. They zigged and 
zagged to avoid the ice. 

Then . . . BAM! One ball hit Sizzle on 
the nose and he fell into the freezing 
of the fjord. 

Everyone knows that dragons hate cold 
water, and they especially hate it when it’s 

clean! 

“Retreat, faSSSt!” Sizzle hissed. “I must 
find a pool of hot, SSStinky water. I’m 
freezing!” 

The dragons flew off, shaking their long, 
SCALY tails behind them. 

“Scram, dragons!” Sven QHOUTUD. “You 
won’t get any miceking meat this winter. So 
says Sven the Shouter!” // 

GO 9AY6 GVUN THU GHOUTURil 

cheered the micekings. 







Where’s My 
Miceking Helmet? 


A little beaten up, but with our fur safe and 
sound, we handed the wild mint to our 
village chief. 

Sven gave a triumphant shout: 


. r'nnrilier 


The micekings of the village rewarded us 
with bhUHGlerOUS applause. 

“As is our tradition, we will 
the end of this battle with a banquet fit for 
a barbarian!” Sven added. “We will stuff 



Where’s My Miceking Helmet? 



ourselves like POLAR BEARS ! We will drink 
barrels of finnbrew! And Mousehilde will 
make her mousetastic glOOg!” 

Thora rushed off to prepare the wild mint 
tea for her mother. _ 

iwe 

everyone cheered. 

So we celebrated Mousehilde’s recovery 
and our unexpected VlCtOPIJ in that 
WINTER battle. 






After a triple serving of 
gloog, my stomach finally 
stopped frightening the 
micekings with its 
wild ouRouNoe. 
Suddenly, I remembered 
what SveN had said 
before our journey. 

He had promised 
me my very own 

MICEKING HELMEri 


Finally! At long, long 
last, I had done it. THORA might finally 
start to liOOK at me as if I were a real 
mouse king! 

Who knows? I thought. fUaybe ... 
she will even smile at me! 

So I approached Sven. “I am ready, my 
valiant chief! ” I said SOLEMNLY. 



Where’s My Miceking Helmet? 


3it 

“Ready for what, SMARTY"MOUSEKiHC»?” 

Sven asked. 

“Ready to receive from you our greatest 
honor,” I replied. “A miceking helmet!” 

Sven s'piclceredl at first, and then 
an angry look crossed his face. “You brought 
the dragons right to our village in the 
middle of winter, and you want a reward? 
Forget it!” 

“Not even a tiny helmet?” I protested 
weakly. “That’s not fair.” 

I sighed. Luckily, my nephew BENJAMIN 
was there to lift my spirits. 

He must have noticed my 

“Even without a miceking helmet. Uncle, 
you’re my hero,” he said. 

And then he jumped into my arms. Thea 
and Trap joined the Gf^aUP MUG. 












Where’s My Miceking Helmet? 





“One day you’ll get the helmet,” Thea 
promised. 

Trap SmiLeD “Meanwhile, instead 
of a micekint helmet, you can wear a 
RATSLED helmet. What do you say, cousin?” 






Where’s My Miceking Helmet? 


Ah, that’s the g^tiitonord ujay( 

A united FAMtLV like mine will always 
be the greatest reward any rodent could wish 
for! And who knows, maybe one day I really 
will have my own miceking helmet . . . 


BUT THAT’S ANOTHER 
MICEKING STORY 
FOR ANOTHER DAY! 
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Want to read the next adventure of 
the micekings? I can’t wait to tell you 
all about it! 

THE FAMOUS! 
FJORD RACE 

It’s the day of the Famouse Fjord Race, the 
miceking competition to determine the best 
sailormouse. Geronimo Stiltonord isn’t 
competing, since he’s not a sailormouse at 
all . . . but then he’s dragged into a boat! 
Just when he thinks things can’t get worse, 
the mice learn that the dragons are preparing 
for another attack. Squeak! 




tho Em«raM Eyo 


Be sure to read all my 
fabumouse adventures! 



Chsddorfoc*! Blut Count 
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#12 Marry Christmas, f 13 Tha Phontom of 
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#31 Til* Myst*r!ous 
Cb.<s*Thi«< 


Christmas Cotoslroph* 


#33 Gwonimo and th* 
Gold Modal Mystsry 


#23 Valtntino's Day 
Dlsostor 
















































































Join me and my friends as 
we travel through time in 
these very special editions! 


THE JOURNEY 
Through Time 


Back IN Time: 

THE SECOND JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 


THE RACE 
Against Time: 

THE THIRD JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 
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WHO 15 

GeroniifDO Stiltooord? 



He is a mouseWng — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with 
his brawny and brave clan in the village 
of Mouseborg. From sailing frozen 
waters to facing fiery dragons, every day 
is an adventure for the micehings! 


ATTACK OF THE DRAGONS 



The miceldngs are in a panic. The village’s best 
cooh is ill, and until she recovers, there’s 
no delicious stew to eat! Geronimo 
Stiltonord departs immediately in 
search of a cure for her. But on the 
way, he ends up snout-to-snout with 
terrifying dragons! Can he make it 
bach with his fur intact? 



More leveling information for this book: 

www.scholastlc.com/readlnqlevel 







